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her mind that it slipped out and fell of its owa accord, like a
ripe pear—"can hate everyone like you do, D,! The world has
to have all sorts, hasn't it? I know you don't think you're like
anyone else, but really, you're just like those patronizing upper-
class people who want to keep everyone at a distance." She
felt his blank astonishment at her audacity in the way he looked
at her; but he only said: "Come on, child! We must hurry up.
They're waiting for us up there."
They had to pass the man at the gate; and in place of open-
ing it to let them through he stepped back a pace or two and
stared ijitently as they opened it for themselves. No-man
haughtily averted his eyes from the irrelevant personage as he
closed the gate after them, but Wizzie met the fellow's glance
and no sooner had she done so than she realized that all this
manoeuvring was simply to get a good, undisturbed stare at
herself in her jersey and trousers. The normal "set" expression
of the man's face changed as his eyes met hers into a relaxed
and maudlin leer—not so much a leer, perhaps, as a fatu-
ous, desire-drunk spasm of obsessed gazing—and afterwards,
as they proceeded towards the entrance of the mysterious
Polls, she knew perfectly well that the besotted individual was
walking as closely as he dared behind them! She could even
hear him pant—for he was not an athletic figure—and tap his
knees, as he walked, with the hard brim of his bowler hat.
But there were all their four friends waiting for them on
the extreme top of the first rampart of turf! No-man waved his
arm to greet them and Wizzie was struck by the solemn and
dramatic manner in which he did this; not just perfunctorily
and casually, but exaggeratedly, just as Popsy used to do to the
Circus-audience, when, after some difficulty with her balancing,
she had at last got through her "turn*"
He let her climb the hill a good deal ahead of the rest of them
and none of the four at the crest of the highest ridge could see
anything of her as she climbed, but in her mind she saw them,
at least she saw Uryen and "Thel."
It was no great distance from the foot of Mai-Dun to the
summit, but the final slope was steep, and not even in the
Circus had Wizzie's spirits risen to the pitch they rose to now,
or the exultant power of her body been more ready for any-
thing. Her boy's attire offered no feminine impediment to her
breathless rush, as she climbed the face of the final bulwark,

